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Three floors including the attic, wallpapered with maps where the college-
aged brothers stayed when they visited home.  The neighbors threw garbage into 
their yard, and an old man named Guy sat on his stoop every day. We passed 
him and said, “Hi, Guy,” over and over, stuck in the rhyme. The wine-colored velvet 
couch and the blue velvet armchair lived in the living room, a locked room, just for 
company and the reel-to-reel 
tape recorder. We moved in and out of the other rooms, the pantry with its shelves 
of canned spaghetti and canned Chinese food, the dining room with the fishtank 
where my sister cut the blind cave fish in 
half.  The blue carpeted playroom where we watched the Shirley Temple hour and 
where I had to practice piano while Saree, my school friend, waited for me in the 
basement.  I was supposed to perfect the 
minuet. The kitchen table piled high with papers instead of food.  Mail, opened 
and 
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